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exhausted this budget. I am well aware that the intro-
duction of such things will be considered by many as of
questionable propriety; but, on the whole,^ it appears to
me the better course to omit nothing by which it is in my
power to throw light on this experimental period.

" Go sit old Cheviot's crest "below,
And pensive mark the lingering1 snow

In all his scaurs abide,
And slow dissolving1 from the bill
In many a sightless, soundless rill,

Feed sparkling Bowmont's tide.

" Fair shines the stream by bank and lea,
As wimpling to the eastern sea

She seeks Till's sullen bed,
Indenting deep the fatal plain,
Where Scotland's noblest, brave in vain,

Around their monarch bled.

" And westward hills on hills you see,
Even as old Ocean's mightiest sea

Heaves high her waves of foam,
Dark and snow-ridged from Cutsfeld's wold
To the proud foot of Cheviot rolPd,

Earth's mountain billows come."

Notwithstanding all these varied essays, and the
charms of the distinguished society into which his repu-
tation had already introduced him, Scott's friends do not
appear to have as yet entertained the slightest notion
that literature was to be the main business of his life.
A letter of Kerr of Abbotrule congratulates him on his
having had more to do at the autumnal assizes of Jed-
burgh this year than on any former occasion, which intel-
ligence he seems himself to have communicated with no
feeble expressions of satisfaction. "I greatly enjoy this,"
says Kerr; "go on; and with your strong sense and
hourly ripening knowledge, that you must rise to the top
of the tree in the Parliament House in due season, I hold
as certain as that Murray died Lord Mansfield. Bute blew the horn.'
